When two worlds collide 


Author: maidenmindbbb 
Bands: Iron Maiden 
Characters: Bruce Dickinson, Steve Harris 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Non-Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Nov 30 2022 16:35:41 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
This was just a short litle thingy | decided to write, before | finish a huge fanfic project that I've been writing 
for a year already. Hope you enjoy this! | also posted this on my A03 account. 


December 1994 


It was a chilly winter day. Steve Harris was gazing out of the window, looking sad. He was so close to the cold 
glass, that his breath made it frost. The recent news about Iron Maiden's previous singer made him worry so 
much, that he couldn't help himself but feel distant and silent. He really didn't want to talk with anybody. Not 
right now. Not even with his bandmates. 

Bruce's solo project and Maiden were under the same recording label, so that's how Steve had heard the news 
that made him act out: 

Bruce had left to Sarajevo with his band to perform a gig. To the same Sarajevo that was in the heart of the 
war, under a siege. The city, where snipers shot innocent civilians dead. The city which was dangerous to go in 
at the moment. And Bruce was going there, with the young musicians, who in Steve's eyes were just kids. And 
he was risking their lives. Not to mention the road crew, and the singer himself. 


What kind of idiocy had led to a decision like this? What the hell was going on in that short man's head. Was he 


braindead or something? At least he didn't seem to think that his actions had consequences. Hell, if Steve could, 
he would have punched Bruce straight in the middle of his stupid face. 

He would punch that stupid cute face. The face, that he thought of every now and then, when he let his mind 
wander at night. Those brown eyes that were constantly sparkling with mischief. Those lips that grinned when 
he said some stupid joke, causing a warmth to spread across the bassists face. Those words of his that 
teased him. That teasing which almost drove him crazy. But he loved every minute of it. He loved Bruce's 
company so much. It was extremely valuable to him. And the absence of that small childish man made Steve's 
heart shatter. It was painful. When Bruce had left Maiden, Steve cried that night alone in his room. He had 
sobbed so much, until there was no more tears and he fell asleep, only to wake up to a hellish headache in the 
morning. 


That alone was too much for him to handle. 


And what if the man died in Sarajevo, and Steve would never see him again? 

What if Bruce died, and he would never get to hear the shy bassist confess his love to him? 

What if the singer never gets to hear Steve stutter | love you in his thick cockney accent? 

Without noticing it, Steve had started sobbing audibly. Those thoughts didn't help him get over it at all. They 
made the mess more complicated than it had been. They made him feel like everything was hopeless, until he 
could hear Bruce's voice again, whether it was through a phone call or face to face. Steve really just wanted 
to hear him speak in real time, to confirm that he was alive and well. 

He still remembered what Bruce smelled like. He had a very manly scent, mixtures of different hotel soaps and 


shampoos, blending in with the smell of his sweat. If only he could inhale that odour again. 


He also remembered how his muscular arms felt when he pushed the bassist jokingly. Those strong arms and 
manly hands, that had a strong grip that even hurt sometimes. But it was a pleasant pain, and Steve loved 
being touched by the singer. If he had confessed his love, would Bruce had touched him in a ways that he 
would only in the dirtiest of dreams? Though it was cold, Steve felt a slight warmth arrive onto his cheeks at 
the thought of doing something private with the singer. 

"Bloody hell." he muttered to himself. If he could ask for just one thing right now, it would be getting to hold 


Bruce in his arms, without a fear that the man would disappear. 


Soon, the sounds of other people interrupted his thinking. The rest of the band arrived in the room, chatting 
loudly. Steve wanted to run away, but the other voice in his head told him to stay, because fleeing without a 
good reason would be weird. 

"Hello Harry," the tall blonde guitarist greeted with his trademark smile. "What have you been up to, sulking 
here by yourself?" He asked. The lisp wasn't too unnoticeable. 

"Oh, shut up, will you?" Harry replied. He seemed disturbed, 

"Alright, don't bark," Dave sighed. Steve was really not very chatty right now. He wanted to disappear and cry, 
which was very unusual of him. 

"What's wrong boss?" Nicko asked and sat beside the bassist. 

"Nothin," he replied. Not giving out anything. 

"Is it about Brucey?" The drummer asked again. That question made Steve jump a bit, and he felt himself blush 
more. 


"What? Bollocks! Why the fuck would | be thinking about that twat who." he was going to deny everything, but 


something inside him made him stop before he could finish the sentence. 

‘Oh, stop lying ‘Arry," Nicko grinned, "we all know about it” 

The others were just nodding in agreement, even Blaze, who didn't really know what was going on. 

"You all know what exactly?" Steve raised his eyebrow. He didn't believe that they would know. He wasn't so 
see-through, or was he? 

"You fancy ol Brucey, don't you?" Nicko was giggling at this point. 

"What the fuck? I'd rather die than fancy him," Steve replied, faking that he was deeply offended. He got up 
from where he was sitting, and looked at his bandmates. 

"What's gone up to you lot.." he muttered and went to the room where they had the only telly in the building. 
He turned it on and switched to a channel that was broadcasting the news. The war in the Balkans wasn't a big 
subject on the news here, but he wanted to see every tiny bit of it. Just for the sake of getting some relief. 
But it didn't help. Bruce was out there in danger, and his bandmates were just laughing, thinking that his 
worrying was funny. But it wasn't, not to Steve. 


After Skunkworks had returned to England, they were rehearsing for their new album in the same building 
where Maiden was writing more songs. They were in different studios, but still aware of each other's presence 
there. They didn't meet, or get to talk, but Steve was too curious to keep away. 

He told the others that he was going to the toilet, but in reality he sneaked behind the other studio's door, and 
pressed his ear gently against it. Bruce was warming up his vocals, doing silly practises that were very 
familiar to the older man. They were the same warm up mantras that he had used during his years in lron 
Maiden, 

Bruce's tone was harsh and rough, but yet soft somehow. Steve was almost spellbound listening to it, and the 
guilt of the act made it even more exciting. Suddenly a hand touched his shoulder gently, and the bassist 
jumped because he had been caught in the act. 


‘Sorry man, you're a bit on the way," a young voice said. 

Steve turned to look at the person who it belonged to, and was surprised to see a tall boy, with a wild head of 
brown curls and a bass case in his hand. "Sounds good, doesn't it?" The young man smiled. 

"Yes.." Steve said shyly, "don't mind me, | was just passing.” 

"Shame, you should come and join us," the young man just kept on smiling. 

"Thanks, but its for the best if | don't," Steve replied and begun to walk away. The young man entered the 
studio, and greeted Bruce very audibly. 

"Hi, | was just chatting with Steve Harris," he spoke. "The man was listening to you, with his ear on the door," 
he chuckled." 

"He was doing WHAT?" Bruce sounded offended. 


Steve felt terrible. If he didn't get back to Maiden's studio soon enough, he would need to face Bruce, and 
although it was everything he wanted, the time wasn't right yet, and the moment was just the worst possible. 
He didn't want to meet the man he loved like this. 


Cradle 
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Steve was just about to turn the handle of maiden's studio's door, when he heard the thing he didn't want to 


hear. Footsteps, and a voice. A very familiar one. 
"What the hell were you doing, sneaking behind our door?" It said, sounding angry and irritated. It was Bruce. 


The last thing Steve wanted was to fight with his ex-singer. He ignored him, and turned the handle, but Bruce 
grabbed him and stopped him. That was when the bassist went into his defective mode. 


"Take your hands off me!" He cried. "Don't touch me!" 


The singer turned the miserable man creature around, and they were now face to face. Bruce was eyeing the 
fragile looking man in front of him. He was weary, and his eyes looked tired and sad. Steve wasn't definitely 


doing well. He was almost like a wounded cat who wanted to isolate himself so he could die alone. He looked 


defeated. 


Bruce pushed the older man against the nearest wall, and Steve shut his eyes from the contact with the cold 


brick wall. His thoughts rolled like a film in front of his eyelids. 


He saw himself with Bruce ten years ago in the 80's. They were alone together, laughing at stupid things. They 
might've had a couple of drinks, but they weren't wasted. They were outside in a beautiful city, walking on the 
seaside. The sun was setting, so Steve had suggested that they'd sit down on a bench to admire the view, and 


Bruce had agreed to it. 


They sat down and watched the sun go down. Or, Steve watched, because when he turned to look at his 


bandmate, he found him staring at him instead. The younger man's eyes were glued on him. 


Steve had smiled at him, being slightly confused by the singer's behaviour, but he didn't want to ruin anything. 
Besides, he had been dreaming of Bruce in the not so straight way before, so he didn't mind, though he wasn't 
open about what he had been thinking. His twisted thoughts were something he didn't want to tell anyone. Not 

even to the subject of his dirty dreams. 


"The sun's in the other direction you bloody nut," he pointed out jokingly. 


"| know," Bruce smiled and never turned to look at the view. Almost as if his sun was right in front of his eyes 


that moment. 

They never spoke about it again. None of them mentioned it later. They just lived on like it never happened. But 
Steve remembered. He couldn't forget, because he loved Bruce. 

The bassist opened his eyes and got back to this moment. Bruce was talking to him, but he didn't hear a word. 


He was just staring at the singer there. 


"Say something idiot," the singer spat out, and waved his hand in front of the older man, who jumped at the 


sudden movement. 


"Go away Bruce," Steve said finally. He was so tired. He had wanted to talk with Bruce, but not like this. He 
wanted to talk about that one day, and he wanted to confess his love to him. 


"Why were you listening to us?" Bruce continued. He wasn't about to stop until he got what he wanted, 

"| wasn't, now let go of me," the bassist replied. He tried to push the singer, but the smaller man had more 
power than him. Steve feared that things would get nasty. He didn't want to get hurt. This wasn't worth 
fighting for. 


"IIl let go once you tell me the truth," Bruce said. He had made up his mind Steve thought about screaming 


for Nicko, because the drummer was always willing to stand up for his boss, but he got another idea instead 
"Why did you stare at me?" The bassist asked back 

Bruce looked confused. What had Steve meant by that? "Stared you when?" He asked. 

"Ten years ago," Steve started, ‘when we were by the sea watching the sunset” 


"How am | supposed to remember something that happened so many years ago?" The singer replied, very 


annoyed. 
"Just say it." Steve said quietly. He now felt like a fool. His heart hurt. 
"Same goes to you, dumbass," Bruce sighed. 


Steve was starting to feel claustrophobic. He wanted to get free and go to their studio. He wanted to go in the 


bathroom and let the tears come out. 


‘Ie had enough of this, it's bloody stupid!” The bassist said, and pushed Bruce back as hard as he could. He 
started to wriggle to get away. 


Bruce seemed taken aback by the resistance. He knew that Steve didn't like when others tried to get him to do 
stuff their way, and always wanted everything done his way. Now the singer had crossed the boundaries, and 


upset the man. 

Steve got free eventually, but instead of going to the studio, he collapsed on the floor. He was shaking, and 
when the singer tried to say something, he covered his ears with his hands. The man was a complete 
trainwreck. 

"Steve," Bruce said, and tried to put his hand on his shoulder, but got rejected instantly. 

"Go away." The bassist said. He wasn't screaming or raising his voice, but sounded weak and fragile instead. 
| didn't mean to..." 


"Go away. Leave me alone." 


Bruce took the hint, and walked towards their studio's door. Before he opened the door, he turned to look at 


the bassist, and said, "| was staring at you, because you were beautiful" Then he went. 


Hearing those words was too much for Steve. He broke down and began to sob. The thing he wanted the most 
at the moment was to be held gently by Bruce. He wanted to weep in his arms, while knowing that he would be 
safe and loved. Now he was alone on the cold floor, and everything felt horrible. Nobody was there to give him 
the comfort he needed. Nobody was there to stroke his hair, while telling that everything would be okay. That 
led to the accusation that nothing would ever be okay, and nobody loved him. 


That was how he felt at least. 


Inside of the studio, the boys were talking about different things, until Janick mentioned their boss. 


"Steve's been away for quite a long time now, should we go check if something isn't right?" He said, genuinely 


worried. 


"You know how he's been, maybe he just needs some time alone," Blaze shrugged his shoulders, and continued 
to chat with Nicko about some gibberish. Janick wasn't convinced, so he went to search for Steve. He went to 


the bathroom, and the door wasn't locked. So he couldn't be there. 
Next he headed for the studio's door, but stopped before opening it, because he had heard something. 


Crying. Very audible sobbing. It was a man's voice, possibly the bassist. Janick began to think Steve never cried 
in front of others, because he hated to show his emotions. He was a typical man, thinking that crying wasn't 


manly, and it would be weak of him to do so. He probably didn't want anyone to see him right now, he would be 


so embarrassed if someone walked in on him bawling his eyes out. 


But on the other hand, he was very vulnerable. The 10's weren't treating him well. Adrian left, Bruce left, his 
wife wanted a divorce, his dad got very sick and was sent to a hospital, and the fans didn't like what they did 
with Blaze. Everything was going downhill. 


Janick had made a decision. He opened the door to the hallway, and found Steve crying on the floor. He was a 


shaking mess. 


The guitar player walked closer, and kneeled to his level. Steve looked at him behind his fringe, and his eyes 
screamed help. But at the same time, he seemed to panic about the fact that someone saw him like this. 


Janick didn't say anything, but wrapped his arms around the crying man, taking him closer to his body. He 
stroked Steve's curls, and tried to make him calm down. It seemed to have an effect. 


Its going to be alright Steve, don't worry," he said, cradling the bassist. Every bit of contact Janick gave to 
him was so gentle. He stroked his back, held him close and spoke kind and calming words. Eventually, Steve 
stopped crying and wiped his tears away. It felt nice to be held by someone who really cared. Janick felt warm 
and safe, and after a while of just sitting and cuddling like that on the floor, Steve fell asleep with the guitarist 
still holding him. 


